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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



TO A MOUSE 

Little Mouse in gray velvet, 

Have you had a cheese-breakfast? 

There are no crumbs on your coat — 

Did you use a napkin? 

I wonder what you had to eat 

And who dresses you in gray velvet. 

WATER 

The world turns softly 

Not to spill its lakes and rivers. 

The water is held in its arms, 

And the sky is held in the water. 

What is water, 

That pours silver 

And can hold the sky? 

SUNSET 

Once upon a time at evening-light 

A little girl was sad. 

There was a color in the sky, 

A color she knew in her dreamful heart 

And wanted to keep. 

She held out her arms 

Long, long, 

And saw it flow away on the wind. 

When it was gone 

She did not love the moonlight 

Or care for the stars. 

She had seen the rose in the sky. 

Hilda Conkling {six years old) 

IN THE GARDEN 

I have come into the garden. 

It is spring-time and there are flowers everywhere — 

Even on the tails of the peacocks. 

Malcolm Ediuard Erskine 
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